Life and Letters

" Q," who was unfortunate in having one of
Stevenson's duller books to cope with, fin-
ished St. Ives* Nobody, I think., has dared
attempt an end to Weir of Hermiston, an
enterprise only less formidable than would be
that of rounding off a novel by Miss Austen.
I am not sorry that these works are left as
they were. But I do wish that somebody,
anybody, Mrs. Dickens, Miss Dickens, Master
Dickens, or Wilkie Collins, had finished Edwin
Drood, for then we should have been spared
this eternal controversy.

It breaks out yearly like prairie fires ; you
may not notice where it starts, but at more or
less regular intervals you are suddenly aware
that the air is filled with smoke and flames.
They are at it now, for the ninety-ninth time,
in the Times Literary Supplement; next time
it may be in the Saturday Review, or the
Athenaeum, or the Daily Mail, or all of them
at once. There seem to be tens of thousands
of persons in this country who worry over the
Drood problem as chess enthusiasts do over
mates in five moves. And the extraordinary
thing is that they have a way of talking about
the mystery of Drood and his latter end as
though they were talking about something
that really happened.

Now I do not see why men should not amuse
themselves by trying to elucidate a real
mystery. Researches and disputations may
then end in discovery. It is a comprehensible
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